FOREWORD

As a sage, sitting on the shores of Time,
watches the film of Ages from primordial times,
Bapu Reddy sees the caravan of galaxies and
firmaments moving into unknown Beyond and the
stars governing the march of times.

The universe to him is a pantomime where
history enacts orgies of ages, the twists and
twirls of civilisations multitudinous and the
future promising unenacted epochs.

His sharp mind questions the sorry scheme
of things-questions the rigmarole of dismantled
creations, questions the vagaries of mysteries,
questions the writs of destiny.

He pants. He fumes. He cries. He rages. He
teases into growling the kennelled thoughts and
laughs at the flashes of their fiery chains.

Caught. . up in this great turmoil of unrest,
his philosophising comes to his rescue. In some
verses, he crosses the frontiers of syllabled
silences. In others, he grows serene and pours
out mellow lines like Tagore. His poems are
thought - offerings.

They covet us

They enchant us

They rhapsodize us

We feel lifed to shuddering highs.

Penetrating the frontiers of fossilized
sagas, the poet cries:

"I shall divinise man

and humanise god

dissolving the dubious distinctions

in the Cosmic Democracy

Soul-Body Socialism,